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The Converted Pedlar. 


But, in this building known as ‘‘Guy’s,”’ 
| The dear, kind nurses me apprise 
‘ on Spee. having “listened to his tale of woe,” translates it into | —— oe ee ee ee career: 
nglish verse, | oe ee ye : 
° | So, from my long-nursed notions free, 








I. I vow it now appears to me 
NIPPED up by frosts, by snows made blind, That a PEDALLER’S LICENCE ought to be . 
Rain-soaked, or broiled by suns that shined, Five hundred pounds a year! 
I’ve tramped with goods of every kind SS eee pegg: - areg ge) a ij 
Through all the country side— | A Liberal Bulletin. 


From dale to dale, from door to door— 

For four-and-twenty years, and more : 

And the way I through all weathers bore 
My pack is still my pride! 


(Sir H, Campbell-Bannerman, writing to the Dunfermline 
Liberal Association, was glad to say that the party in the House of 
Commons was in excellent spirit. } 


Deak friends, I’m in distress 





The boundaries of my hawking deeds | Lest you gather from the Press 
Were Kendal, Whitby, Hull, and Leeds ; That our circulation’s failing and our health is all awry. 
And every rural housewife’s needs ’Tis false! for, as a party, 

(In all that area large) _ We never were more hearty : 
Supplied I from my well-lined pack ; Yes, we breathe the very ozone of the sky. 
Till whatsoe’er each dame might lack | So don’t be led astray 
She knew she’d get from Pedlar Jack By what the papers say ; 

At no immoderate charge. | We're unanimous in everything we do. 

We're all in sweet accord : 





In lowliest dell, on browside steep, Agapemone’s the word t 
sks 4d enna ade to hae me And our health is simply perfect—how are you ? 
Myself in bread and beer, Home Rule they may depict 
And oft my cheerful grain was crossed— As a hopeless derelict 
And oft my temper smooth I lost— Left stranded on a barren sandy ridge, 
To think a PEDLAR’S LICENCE cost Broken-masted, lorn and sad, 
Five shillings every year ! With Redmond, dancing mad, 
Cutting interesting capers on the bridge. 
II. But don’t be led astray 
By what the papers say ; 
I'll explain the unexplainable in rhyme: 
‘Not lost but gone before’, 
There, there—I can’t say more— 





But, when for long years twenty-four 
(In frost, or shine, or tempest-roar) 
I’d borne my pack from door to door, 


| — ty sh ata ty a We'll attain the unattainable—next time! 
! But tho’ we can’t agree 
) For one short week of pleasure free With the Irish policy, 


So up I jumped, and came to see 


Your famous London City. We can throw a sop for Cerberus to chew ; 


We can turn nst the Sirdar, 





Yet in your city—drat such luck !— | Cry “‘ foul post mortem murder!" 
- A smoke-draught scarce I'd time to suck, And knock some thirty ha’pence off his screw. 
Before a fearful something struck So don’t be led astray 
My back, and knocked me down. By what the papers say 
And, ere my senses lost their sway, Our health’s as rude as Tory wit can be. 
I moaned and mused: “ Now, well-a-way ! Fear not, ye little ones! 
Are Yorkshire whirlwinds everyday Sing up in cheerful tones: 
Events in London Town?” Take your time from Campbell-Bannerman—that's me! 


i — 





Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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2 (Ser tie ioe weet CI 6 Welby Wilkin ton ft.) 


+ Stranger.— Can you direct me to Charing Cross?” (for third 
time). 

P.C.—‘* Try again, sir; I can’t hear.” 

Stranger (shouting).— ‘‘ Look here; the papers say you want the 
telephone. I say you ought to carry it about with vou!” 


Forward Young Spring! 


[At Kempston (Beds.) primroses, violets, and daisies are to be 
seen in full bloom, while at Harpenden several apple trees are also 
in bloom. The woods are already vocal with the songs of the 
thrush and his relatives. ) 


SPRING, pretty spring ! oh, you forward young thing ! 
It's mild now, with plenty of mud; | 

But though flowers bloom, and the dicky birds sing, 
Take care you're not ‘‘ nipped in the bud”! 

It's not yet too late for old Jack Frost to come, 
And clasp his cold hand round your throat, 

To kill all the blossoms, and make the birds glum, 
And cover you with his white coat! 


Spring, pretty Spring! oh, you forward young thing! 
Be cautious with your dainty feet, 
You mustn't indulge in your annual “ fling ” 
Till Sol backs you up with his heat ! 7 
Remember, as yet, you are far from robust, 
And still, my child, ev'ry care need 


Memney » *¢ . +} 
: { , 7 t > . 
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The Cry of the Crawler. 


Avas! the sorrows of a “‘ crawling ’”’ cab 

And driver banished, no more “ snailing ”’ slow 
Impeding traffic in too busy streets, 

His wheel is turned to whoa. 


Queer eerie motors threaten to decrease 
His scanty profits, “‘ bikes ” forever go, 

Flaunting their independence of his aid 
And turn his weal to woe. 


The solemn “ growler,”” hansoms without fare 
May join no more the mighty ebb and flow, 
And they unfare-ed feel it is not fair 
To turn their wheel to whoa. 
Still day by day the giant city grows, 
The human torrent surges to and fro— 
No power on earth will stop the world’s great clock, 
And tell Time’s wheel to whoa. 




















“All Abroad.” 

(‘A Treasury minute has just been issued stating that official, 
political, or social standing does not give to British subjects who 
travel for pleasure, for private business, or for health, any right to 
be entertained at the expense of Her Majesty’s representatives.” 


(Scene.—The sanctum of the Embassy at Pamaviro. Our 
Ambassador His Excellency Sir Ever’ard-Uppe, G.C.M.G., is 
wrestling with the entertainment problem—how to make ends 
meet. Enter bedizened attendant.) 


Bedizened Attendant.—‘‘ Your Excellency, Mr. John William 
Tompkins desires an audience. He states that he will not detain 
your Excellency more than a minute.” 

His Excellency (aside).—‘‘ Let ’em all come! Thank goodness, 
I am fortified by that Treasury minute. (To Bedizened Attendant.) 
Show Mr. Tompkins in.” 

Mr. Tompkins (effusively).—‘‘ Ah! your Excellency, as a stranger 
in a strange land, 1 am delighted to think that the interests of the 
Empire are safe in such capable hands as yours. I arrived at the 
station only an hour ago, and——’”’ 

H. E. (somewhat anxiously).—‘‘ Thank you, Mr. Tompkins—er— 
are you here on—er—pleasure bent, or private business, or-—ah—are 
you in search of health?”’ 

Mr. T.—‘‘ Well, Ican’t exactly say I am.” 

H. E. (with well-disguised concern).—‘‘ Er—are you an official, 
Mr. Tompkins ?” 

Mr. T. (with an eye to the main chance, and the possibility of a 
shakedown at the Embassy).—‘‘ Partly, partly. You see, your 
Excellency, I believe in a judicious blend of pleasure, health, and 
official business—semi-official business.” 

H. E. (with suppressed dejection and resignation).—‘ Yes, Xr. 
Tompkins. Now, what canI1 do for you? Are you comfortable at 
your hotel?” 

Mr. T. (still hopeful of a shakedown at the Embassy).—‘‘ To tell 
you the truth, Sir Ever’ard, 1 was going to trespass on your well- 
known generosity and 

H. E. (in diplomatic extremis).—‘‘ Mr. Tompkins! I regret to 
tell you that the only spare bedroom at the Embassy is now occu- 
pied by the second cousin of the third Secretary.” 

Mr. T.—‘ Sir Ever’ard, you misunderstood me! I was simply 
going to ask you to recommend a respectable hotel] in Pamaviro.” 

H. E. (greatly relieved).—* Quite so, quite so, Mr. Tompkins, a 
mere misapprehension, I assure you. With the greatest pleasure. 
Are you—er—going to make a prolonged stay in Pamaviro?” 

Mr. T.—‘ Five weeks or so.”’ 

H. E.—‘Oh! how extremely unfortunate. Lady Ever’ard 
and I have just arranged for six weeks’ furlough in the 
country. However, we must live in hope, and we shall both be 
more than delighted to see you on our return, Mr. Tompkins. You 
really must arrange, even at personal inconvenience to yourself, 
to dine with us one evening, though I must tell you in confidence 
that our French cook left yesterday, on account of asuggestion from 
the Auditor-General that his extravagances must be curtailed.” 

Mr. T.—" Very sorry, Sir Ever’ard, but 1 shall be back in 
England by then.” 

H. E.—* Really! It will be such a disappointment to my wife 
and myself. (Aside: For this relief much thanks!) Good-bye, 
Mr. Tomkins, good-bye !" | ‘ 

Mr. Tomkins.—‘* Good-bye, Sir Ever’ard. (As he leaves the 
Embassy.) They’re a rum lot these Ambassadors, upon my word 
they are. What’s the use of being an Englishman if you can’t get 
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Breach of Promise. 


WHEN a swain proves faithless there are three things for a girl to 
do. Ifshe is of the penny novelette order, she gradually fades like 
a drooping lily and dies in the spring when the snowdrops are 
blooming; if she is a sterling, nice-minded girl, she just lets it go. 
She may look a little miserable for a time, but she generally 
marries a man worth ten of the first. ° 

If, however, she is neither romantic nor nice-minded, if her 
trade instincts are ahead of her self-respect, she brings an action 
for breach of promise. No, fair reader, I have never been sued. 

Breach of promise, properly conducted, is an extremely lucrative 
business. A jury, being invariably composed of men who are idiots 
by birth and education, is under any circumstances in favour of the 
plaintiff. If she is pretty—and here they show glimmerings of 
intelligence—there is a sufficient reason for giving her the verdict : 
if she is ugly, they give her damages because she has the more need 
of a dower; and if the defendant has means they give her damages 
because “ he can pay.” 7 ; . 

Knowing the plaintiff's position, one can generally anticipate 
pretty correctly what the damages will be. A close study of the 
subject has shown that they are as follow :— 

When the plaintiff is the defendant's landlady, the jury only give 
her £50, as they consider that she showed contributory negligence 
in not getting satisfactory references. If she is a “milliner, or 
thereabouts, she gets £120—sufficient to start her in a small shop. 
And should she be an actress, she gets £10,000, sufficient to start 
her in a theatre 

teports of breach of promise cases are, as a rule, bright reading ; 
in fact, the Yankee papers say they are almost as good as patent 
medicine advertisements. All the letters are read out to a cold and 
cruel world, and everyone always laughs at love letters. If you 
don’t believe it, just look at the epistles that Lily or Sadie returned 
you last year. 

It seems very funny to claim damages because a person won't 
marry you. To claim damages because he has married you would 
seem to be more reasonable; though, as far as that goes, married 
people manage to get plenty of damage without any help from the 
law. 

Talking of damages, a Frenchman I knew had trifled with the 
affections of a spinster who was no longer in her giddy youth. In 
an evil moment he had made some remark that was capable of 
being twisted into a promise of marriage, and eventually found 
himself interviewing the lady and her solicitor. 

Our Gallic hero was baited by both parties until his native 
courtesy was well-nigh exhausted, but he flatly refused to marry on 
any terms. ‘ Well, then,” said the lawyer as a clincher, ‘‘ you 
must pay my client for the damage she has sustained.” 

‘“‘ Sacr-é-e!’’ screamed Alphonse in a frenzy; ‘‘ Vy for should I 
pay for dat? It is because of ze dam age of ze voman zat I vill not 
marry her.” 

The lady fainted, and Alphonse took the next boat to Paris, 
where he never wearies of telling how they make you pay money to 
women because they are old in perfide Albion. 





Australia United. 
“ ONE PEOPLE, ONE DESTINY.” 


Arise ! fair Queen of distant ‘‘ Southern Cross,”’ 
And thus, thy noble destiny fulfil! 

A wide and glorious Empire thou shalt found, 
And yet be England's loyal daughter still. 


Advance ! and show thy newborn strength and power, 
To quickly people thy vast realms of space ; 

And thus Imperial instincts testify, 

With virtues of thy Anglo-Saxon race. 


A splendid birthright truly thou hast gained, 
Civilisation of a thousand years. 

No deadly feuds; no wars intestine mar 

Thy peace; or woe, to cause a nation’s tears. 


Thou grand young scion of a mighty race! 

Aye near, shall thy progenitor be found, 

For England’s noble fleets shall guard thee well, 
By bonds of love, the deepest, she is bound. 


Thou gem resplendent in Britannia’s Crown ! 
Our strongest tie, no earthly power shall sever 
May Heaven’s brightest gleam on thee descend ! 
Our greatest gift, thy ‘‘ glorious freedom ever"’! 
JasE H. OAKLEY. 
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Henry Kingsley and the Weather-Cycle. 


[The recent American blizzard was described in New York as 


“the worst for 40 years.""—Morning Leader. } 


THOSE weather-cranks who hold the creed 
That the elements methodical 

Keep giving folks of Adam's breed 
Recurrences periodical 

Of tempests more-than-average stern, 

May from dear Henry Kingsley learn 

That the time in which the Storm God steers 


His storm-wheel roundis . . . . forty years! 


In his ‘‘ Grange Garden ” once—and then 
In ‘* Oakshott's "’ yarn delectable, 

Shrewd Henry penned the fact that, when 
A storm of more respectable 

Proportions than the general wont 

Was raging, one emphatic grunt 

From every speaker smote all ears : 

‘* It’s quite the worst for forty years!" 

And now to Henry Kingsley’s ‘‘ spook "’ 
We offer meek apology : 

Those statements, which as jests we took, 
Are . . . . a@ phase of meteorology ! 

For—since New Yorkers ne’er were known 

To stretch the long, long bow—we own 

That (as Henry said) the Storm God steers 

His storm-wheel round in forty years ! 


Not in Yéars! 


Bunsen.—‘' Do you think women age more rapidly than men?’ 
Sharpun.—‘* On the contrary; I knowa lady who has been thirty 


for the last five years! "’ 





Egg-straordinary. 








(‘* A goose belonging to Mr. Spanton Forster, of the Mill Farm, 
St. Faith’s, laid an egg which measures 12fin. in length, 10gin. in 


girth, and scales 160z.’’"—Vide Morning Paper. | 


Tus beats all goose's eggs quite hollow, 
And is a trifle hard to swallow ! 

What a yolk this bird had to bear, 

It must have been weighed down with care ! 
If it were but the goose of old, 

That laid an egg of solid gold ! 

Then Mr. Forster, with much zest, 

With this bird could “ feather his nest "’! 
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. After an Argument. 


Wife (crossly).—“‘ Well, have your own way, and then you'll be 


satisfied.” 


Husband.—‘‘ I'm not so certain about that. I had my own way 


when I married you, but I’m not satisfied!’ 


— 


“ Bargains.” 


Single Man.—‘‘ A woman dearly loves a bargain.” 


Married Man.—*' Yes, she loves it too dearly; she generally pays 


about twice the value of the ‘ bargain.’ 
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Sensible. 
Miss Sentimental.—‘‘ Would you die for me, Charlie?” 
Mr. Practical.—No, darling; I'll do better than that. 

for you, and work for you.” 





I'll live 
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/ ‘Might be Missing. 


(The Japanese bride affects great timidity as she is about to be 


married, and shrinks as if she were in deadly peril.) 


‘Tis not only in far Japan 
That, when the marriage time is nearing, } 
A maid, ere she’s linked with a man, 
Becomes timid and filled with fearing; 
For very oft the British maid 
Is fearful and begins to falter, 
Because she is so much afraid 
The man won't turn up at the altar! 
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Le President Est Mort: 
VIVE LE PRESIDENT! 


MRITANNIA 
Ivy dear, I can feel for ' rr 
I gr a {ns 
lh } lIoratl t I ‘ 
lo brin f 
ha nat ust $a Mit 
Ha 1a I ( 
Let hope t , 


} ’ 
As fair as can be 


My dear, whil 1 wee] 
“al guish, 

termember the man 

Who's condemned in h pris 
languish 

Beneath your stern ban ' 


Now with grief you are sadly acquainted, 
K 7 { 


Can you feel for that one 


And prepare to yield Judgment untainted 


Till justice is done? 
The wild revolution that rage 
Amain at vour gat« 


That has stained your great history 


When riot draws near 


cience that made 


And what need y: 
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Worn, weary, distorted with faction ; 


Sore, wounded, and maim, 


] in see, spite your pres¢ nt distraction, 


. + . - . ame! 
Y 1 Stlll are the same 
. e 
+ +} ‘ + } 
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So, dear, while I feel for , 
+ . . 
l grieve W th y if price 
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: | | > , 
Uan bring you reilel. 
f + Ri } ’ i + 
- cr 
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rT’ } } =e 2 race 
The best Will advan 


(Oh, be true t the Law which has 


made vou 
The nation of France 


From America. 

«A new city office has been created 
in New York, namely, ‘ Official Cock- 
roach Destroyer.’ Commissioner Keller 
publicly i ivites tenders for the situation. 
The new functionary will have public 
itions and hospitals under his 


i -~ 
charge."’"— Vide Press 
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“The Elopement of Susan Smiley.” 
a1} CHAPTER I.—“ HA, HA, THE WOOI 


pleasure. He has 
pressed my half-averted face 
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" sie Oh, my 
: ber knittins 
‘Rubbish! madam, 
be ‘‘ Nothing of the sort Call me 

1 | old fool—and at my time of life, t 
! fool, Miss Smiley.’ 


_ 7 - = - 
dearest Mr. Meggles, 


rubbish ! 


times during the last 14 years t 
instinct began playing with her prey. 
‘“ Well!”’’ exclaimed Mr. Megzgles, 
half regretting his avowa! 
‘Well, dearest Tom 
‘*Confound it 
I am waiting f 
‘* Naughty 
men are so hasty 
you very long, dearest Tom.”’ 
“You will not. 
: glancing at his watch. “I'll give y 
¥./ Mrs. Hashls y Wi! 
make up your mind in that time afte 
bang me if | n't proy to the 


eyes; and fro: formation received 
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‘Tom’ fi 
— but there's n 


naughty,’ exclaimed Miss 


‘ 


said 






simpered Miss Smi 


.** has my Prince Charming come at last ? / 
Mr. Meggles abruptls 
r short. I 


t “Quite true. Your remarks are always in such good taste, 
dearest Tom,’’ said Miss Smiley, admiringly 

‘ Well, madam, I am waiting for your answer,’ grum| ) 

Meg fle d neerted by he art 

if Mr. TI is Meggl Miss Smiley we fellow board 
hj the ‘ well-appointed "’ residence of Mrs. Hashley, of Bloomsbu 
, Square, and had been for the last 15 years 
From the very first Mi Smiley had laid violent siege to tl 
, tony tort that Mr. Meggles called a heart,and even as drippin 
i Water ear LW a’ t h t stone, had her constar 
ut assault ! 1 period of a decade and a-half forced t 
ut seemil impenetrable « half-hearted surrender, and th 
He garrison was suing for her answer. 

gut MM Sn was c She had rehearsed the scene t mal 


at last, fidweti: his feet, and 


I beg your pardon, m 


ahbdd LAK 


ai “Yes, Miss Smiley,” said Mr. Thomas Meggles, meditatively | se sony tea TeAile oF the glasses ta the regions Selow 
P ' regarding the corkscrew ringlets of that lady. ‘‘ lrepeat that if after | Ye + sag ok ag pone ig, Sige =—s xv Oy eee ree es 
aA3 :; bs My dearest Tom,”’ she said shvls vou Lave conquered. I am 
bie sitting under the same mahogany for a period of nigh upon 15 | |v en cam - ray 8 i 
a years, you a ume to start a mahogany of your own, and continue | ay, —. 
Li } to sit under it with me. Well! I’m your man, that’s all.”’ = - 
Th , ‘ Ask papa. 
peal Mr. Meggles sprang t t, and regarded his bride-el ' 
; 3 | (AA | astonishment. 
¥} — ‘Calm yourself, mad he said, u are evidently somewhat 
ih —— { upset. The thing vou say is preposterous.” 
it , ty | { , F t's orthodox in these afta a, said Miss Smi’ey I ] stl 
r {=x done 
“b Bute M e, You a lad 
} y 1 ‘tain age 
10 neertair . rest Tom 
at : ists said Mr. Mege and vour res} J 
shi | ur respecte 
wit th sin ned the: rit 
LH Then, Tom, if we can papa’s t mus 
sh H I ny, and hea 
45 ——— ey ; 
Bi: ) Y t T ! i that I sh 
a T f he t 
{ EEE U1 ) wit hee we te 8 
Li Hasbley afte 
i - \Irs. Has} has ' 
LA | 2 Jit 1asn! na n j 
a: | -29 But she’s g ery Ss} ng-! S 
| i ae ‘Dearest Tom, wor bh your birdie 
tear 4 and “ Hang it, madar I 1 an elopement \ 
| heey j}__] Birdie will pay, dearest Tor 
ia Then, mada I—Tom Megg nsent, on tl ( 
He ir only, and for yours mak mvs 
' r i 
; The elopement, wh should have been kept secret, took place 
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‘Where to, sir?’’ said cabby, grinning. ‘Tell him Gretns 
Green.” said Miss Smiley, dr amily. ‘‘ Gretna—'ow much?” said 
ony: ‘never heard of it.’ 

‘Look here, cabby,”’ roared Mr. Meggles, “if you're not round 
hoe corner and out of sight of those grinning fools in one minute. 
I’)] murder you.” 

“T hope they will be happy,”’ sobbed Mrs. Snevel, one of the 
boarders. 

‘Appv!’’ snarled Mrs. Hashley. ‘A couple of old fools, and 
ld enough know better. I must say as ‘ow I am surprised at 
that Meggles, and after all these years. too. He’s blind to his own 
interest, he is, ;, tho ugh aul sav itasshouldn’t. If he ‘ad known 
asmuch as J know. my dear, perhi ups he wouldn't have gone off with 

1 designing minx like that, and old enough to be his mother. too 
and all because she’s got a few p ds avear. I've ‘ad some rum 


Ins in mv time, my dear, 1 can tell v Those 1 n pav and 
von't, i them as will pay but can't, but never have I ‘ad a coup] 
I id l ts Ke THIS, ag ng T ( etna ( vet T p 
v] en the might Nave aone the tric st he rer. My 
1. It’s acaution!”’ 
(To be continued.) 
A Nice Blend 
SS ¢ I I) } ~ 1 The 0 t th 
Sout! stern ant e London, Cl 4 F 
It is 1 that it wi vork gener ' 
] Boa d Tr e nas i t 
’ WOrke 1 Y) \] i 1 
)slow-going Lond nd Chat 
i laVv-Care Spo] sib WAaVS 
ed stronger language than rat ! 
} seats were so hard, and your pace wanted dash 
Your motion was aw kward aud kv, 
d the oilin your | — of the vilest low flash 
Made the atmosphe1 : stifling and m Irky: 
T make all bs ur fares as unfair as you dared 
Was a task upon which you would labour, 
But when all’s said and done. your shortcomings were shared 
‘o the full by your “ert gg setae neighbour. 
‘rom the lips of your passengers both may derive 
‘f your failings a list categoric, 
And your only good point was your power to revive 
Recollections of days prehistoric! 
Now the hatchet is buried and dead the old feud, 
And the force of your spite is expended, 
Thi bvi us ques stion ¢ rops up, whether g od 
Can _—_ when two evils are blended ? 
And we want an explic it assurance from both, 
Ere this] brotherly love you display, 
That vou’ll not run your trains on the old lines of sloth, 
But improve in a permanent way ! 
The All-Ni ervice 
-Night S 
I I dwelt in marble halls. and ] i nade 
stled 1 saraband beneath the h hade 
yhen sudder 1 hideous noise disturbed tl nt night, 
e the echoes of street, and put} t ght. 
It s not thieves, nor thunderstorm, nor raging hurricane, 
Nor Jones next door (v ten oft comes home a t! fle wel], insane, 
ind rouses us with vinous song ‘Twas something deadlier far 
The vile, anne yin ig, peace- lestroying, str ident all-night car. 


Remarks appropriate I made a few, and tried in vai 

take my rest. In “e f-an-hour it woke me once again. 
It « lattere d past, and shook the house - a) erry-bu lilt affa) r, 
And made me sit erect in bed and tear my scanty hair. 
Then, as I lay and ground my teeth and tossed from 
Another vagrant vehicle my worn-out temper tried. 


sjde t } side, 


> : 1} a 4 9 4 rorh ¢ ake ne cuss 
Ye patient saints! An ere et tram s enough to lant © CUBE, 
Pr 1 ¢} : the a] oht bus 
but language fails when, after that, there comes the all-night UUDS- 
T} re, 1 ‘ ide ate! 
ihe devil take the restless my) ik Who want to mde so iat 
% 67 - ° ) ITnh a | the » fate! 
vy tne stop at nome in beads CNDUa ippy Ve LUCIE san. 
j , ~~ ‘ , ? , A 5 ' ” waienin 
I nat most untimely bus ‘A penny 8: he way 
\f : , - . 7 T kL At jcawv 
1a th its horses tumble dead—its niqht-mares, 1 snouid Say. 
I ; 1 aaa » + ] ne 
pe that inight ca " 65 ty be 





FUN. 


Waftings from the Wings. 


some 53 years ago since T. W. Robertson produced Ours, 
evival at the Globe on the 18th instant met with even 
husiasm than upon the night of the first representation at 
l. Miss Mabel Terry I Wis is Very charming as Blanche 


id ner iove scene, an lid st the COple us environment of 


boughs drippiz 


1 with Moisture, Was a distinct rouser—we were 


going to say rinser. It will be remembered that the time of the 
play 18 cast in the early fifties, and during the progress of the 
Crimean War; the spectack f the troops leaving for that 
locality raised the well-known storm of heart-stirring applause 
The quaintn ss of the costumes of that period is distinctly 
remarkable. The full-swelling crinoline is very much in evidence, 
although the crisis of that much-derided article of female apparel 
had 1 then reached the zenith of its proportions. Mr. Frank 
plays Angus MacAllister in manly stvk Mr. Fred Kerr's 
y style of acting seems to fit his part of Hugh Chalcot. Mr 
Hare is the Pri: ? t 


the display I this actors histrionk pi er: but 3e makes the Ost 
+ ‘ . > «+ ; . ’ . } 5 t 
t Mr. Gilbert Hare, Miss Fanny Coleman, Mr. H. H. Day, 
wd M Mav Har nhia tie Batt bicetea hin of ee } 
1i¢ iss bia\ arve\ CVeraluv iii CNelr ALOLLEA pa bs Dap pls 
n Onrs is to fill up the G ntil Mr. Piner é 
read’ e } ippearar t th atre 
et rhe t \ | isa ( and Sweet 
I ‘ He ¢ vect ( 
\ Vi i] i i i ( 
y } \ | 
A yt ‘ 4 
.~ ‘ 1 
bud i S ’ yi i\¢ The aT { rhe 
4 r ul i [ l ne! 
es il nd pleasing ] ‘ \] ‘ 
‘ he \\ re] { D nh, ( } ly ( ‘ I 
NvVtLDI) Ane ¢ re pel Val { tiv re ed hi 
4 
1e¢ - ‘ Mi I T 
The } a 17 ‘ ent } is ‘ i a ae | l ] Vt rn} 
Aid ' a ‘ i’ i 
n tl Le } ture painth vhich h at least the 
, > 1 
Cl elt Madat it i ved I bpp er’ at Line 
minpire, May ciaim the credit of having at least don mething to 
ntroduce novelty int picture making—at any rate, so lar «a 


theatric 
entire.’ 
rough-p 


+ 


Vern 


Wa 
re 


and the 


‘apy 
Seen LDE 


art +1 
tLner 101 
=U ieee 


\ boon to bicyclists is the Dunlop tyre. 


a 3 
} i 


Us 
renders 
There is 


iever draw 


al performances are concerned. She draws landscapes with 
‘new mediums—sand being her pigme nt and a square of 
iled velvet her canvas. With these two extremely uncon- 


tools Madame JRombello executes extraordinarily 
ings. Clay and soap modellers, lightning sketch artist 

like, have been familiar enough for some time to those who 
ir pleasure in music halls, but this latest development of 
ntertainment should certainly attract interest which the 
ms hardly command at this end of the century when to be 


iui one must ve new. 


So marvellously simple 
nstruction, the true mark of genius. The act of inflation 
the tvre self-fastened and immovably fixed to the rims. 
nothing to come undone. It is the best form of pneumatic 


tvre we have ever met with, and the consummation of excellence 
appears to have been obtained in this respect. Should misfortune 
COU n toe bape fa eriou puncture, ther ther 

riterna than t . yet at the inneé r tube, and this involves the 
a the rem f th iter cover Yet how easy 

’ t lo t Deflate and push the wired ed; down into 
the d t on de f the heel, and they will 
ea e th ( f the edge of the rim on the opposite side. 

] the simplicit f the entire construction is displayed, and the 


dge of the ver can be detac ched Neither force nor tool i 


Police-Court Gems. 


Oficer.—‘' Prisoner is charged with being a deserter. From 


informa 


Magistrate. 


tion oa ived I appre hend d him. 
‘Had he any io 1 of the uniform on him.’ 


Officer. —‘* Yes, your Worship, Her Majesty's trousers! 


Magistrate 


vhilst 


In} harge Oi 


to Cabman).—‘' Y ou are charged with being drunk 
s 4 : | 4 . ’ 
a4 Dorse a d Cc 


Cabman.—‘' Pardon, sir. + econ sir. 
Magistrate.—‘‘ Well, a hansom. You know this is very dan- 





and the officer says you were very bad, very bad indeed 
Y es. r: but not half as bad as 1 were when | 
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A FACT. 


Horatio Smythe is a rare fellow for cold baths, but never starts now without seeing 


the towels are handy. The other morning, when at a friend's house, he enjoyed his sluice 
as usual, but, to his dismay, no towels had been put out. He felt a bit reassured upon 
reading the words over the towel-horse, but eventually had to resort to handkerchiefs. 


| “Qn Things in General.” 


; 


FEBRUARY 28, 1899 


By Mr. “ Fun’s”’ WASHERWOMAN,. 


PRESIDENT FavuRe’s death was very 
sad, for ’e was a worthy man, who tried 
to do ’is dooty, an’ ’e was not old in a 
politercal sense; as a rule, the older 
you get the more you ’as polytricks on the 
brain, p’r’aps ‘cause you can gen’rally 
‘‘ jaw,” no matter ow old you are. The 
worst of it is ’is death ’as upset our 
lively naybours, it’s put ’em all in a 
whirl, not that it takes much to do that ; 
if you breathe too ‘ard on the average 
Frenchman ’e’s likely to lose ’is balance. 
‘‘ There ain’t no stability in ’em,”’ as the 
‘ungry man remarked wen eatin’ jam 
pufis. ’Owever, at the time of ritin’, 
things seems quietin’ down a bit, an’ I 
think arter a few more ’eads ’ave 
been cracked their blood will cool down. 

I ’opes the Bill that money-lenders 
will ’ave to carry on their bizness in 
their own name, an’ won’t be able to 
‘aul you up if they charges more than 10 
per cent., will come through alright. 
Them money-lenders bave been ‘avin’ 
a glorious time of it, growin’ fat and 
saucy on their pore, unfortinit fellow 
creatures. They wasn’t satisfied with 
their ‘‘ pound of flesh,” they wanted the 
‘ole blessid carcase. My advice is, don’t 
get a loan off ’em, but leave ’em a-loan. 

Pore Mr. Chamberlain is laid up agin; 
that ’orrid influenzy ’as tucked ’im up 
in bed. May our ‘“ Only Joe’’ soon be 
well an’ Jo(e)vial. 

I reads that the Duke an’ Duchess of 
Connaught ’ave arrived at Omdurman. 
I likes to see members of our Royal 
Family travel about, if it’s only to show 
furriners wot a splendid Royal Family 
we ‘as, an’ that it’s no wonder that, 
wenever we gets the chance, we gives 
‘em a “ right royal” welkim. I’m loyal 
to the backbone, I tell you straight, 
though it is a bit bent. 


There was quite a fuss in the House 
of Commons about the Mahdi’s body, 
speshully among the Irish members, 
because Lord Kitchener thought it 
advisable to throw ’is remains into the 
Nile, so as, so to say, to drown the 
memory of 'im as much as posserbel. 


My boy Sam tells me that E. C. Bredin, 
of London, beat G. B. Tinder, of Dublin, 
in the world’s half-mile championship 
running-match; an’ ses ’e can’t under- 
stand wot makes Bredin sich a wonder- 
fulrunner. I can only s’pose that it’s 
Bred in ’im. 
























































A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, mest agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


CONSTIPATION, HEMORRHOIDS, 


BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 


GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


S7. SOUTHWARK STREET. LONDON, &.8.; AND SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 
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